Loue s Labours lojh 

As true we are as fldli and bloud can be, 

The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will fhew his face 
Young bloud doth not obey an old decree. 

We cannot erode the caufe why we ate borne : 

T here fore cf all hands muft we be forfwor.x. 

King. W hat, did thefc rent lines fhew feme loue of thine? 
Ber. Did they quoth you > Who fees the heauenly Rofnline , 
Tha;(like a rude and fauagemanof Inde. ) 

A t the firft opening of the Gorgeous Eaft, 

Bowes not his vaffall head, and ftrooken blinde. 

Kilfes the bafe ground with obedient breaft ? 
Whatperemptorie Eaglc-figbted eye 
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow, 

Thar is not blinded by her MaidUe ? 

Kin. What zeale, what furie, hath infpir’dthce now ? 

My Loue (her Mitfrefle) isa gracious Moone, 

Shec (an attending Starrc) icarce fcenc a light, 

Ber. Myeyesarethenno eyes, nor 1 Berenvne t 
O, but for my Loue day would «urne to night. 

Of all complexions the cul’d fouefaignecy. 

Doe meet as at a Fairein her taire chceke, 

Wherefcuerall Worthies make one dignity, 

W here nothing wants,that want it felfe doth fecke*. 

Lend me the florilhof all gentle tongues. 

Fie painted Rhecoricke, O (lie needs it not. 

To things of Sale a fellers praife belongs : 

She palles praife, then praife too ftiort doth blor„. 

A withered Hermite ,fluefcore winters worne. 

Might fhaktrof fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth, varnifii A ge, as if new borne. 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles infancie. 

O’cis the Sunne, that maketh all thingsfhine. 

King. By heauen, thy Loue is blacke as Ebonis. 

Berow. Is Ebonie likelier , ? Oworddiuinc? 

A wife of fuch wood were fciicitie. 

0 who can giue an oath ? Where isa Booke? 

That I may iwcarc beauty doth beauty lackc, 

M that Aje karnc not of her eye to looke : 

!&> face is faire that is not full fo blaokco. 
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KK O Paradoxc, Blacke is the badge of hell. 

Tbfhuiof duogcOBS, and the Sclioolc or ntglit : 
a henries erdt becomes the hc&ucfis well* 

An B rr. Deuils (ooneft tempt refembiing fpirits of light. 

O ifin blacke my Ladlcsbrowesbe deckt, 

It mournes, chat painting vfurping hatre 
Shouldrauilh doters with afallealpedc : 

And therefore is Ore borne to make black, faire, 

Hcrfauourturnesthefalhion of the dayes, 

Fornaciuc bloud is counted painting now. . 

And therefore red, that wouldauoyd difpraile, 

Paints it felfe blacke, to imitate her brow. 

Them. To looke like her are Chimny Tweepers blackCo 
Lon. And Once her time, are Colliers counted bi 'ght. 
Kina. And J&hiop of their fweet comp lexron cracker . 
<ZW Darknceds no Candles now, for darkis light. 

Ber. Your MiftrelTes dare neucr come in raine, 

Forfeare her colours ftiould be walht away. 

Kin . ’Twerc good yours did: for fir to tell you piaiae, 

Ilefindeafairerfacetiotwafhttoday. 

Ber. lie proue her faire, or talke till doomes-day here. 
Kin. No Diu ell will fright thee then fo much as thee. 
Duma. I neucr knew man hold vile Hufte fc deere. 

Lon. Looke heet’s thy Loue,my foot and her face ice. 

Ber. O if the ftreetes were paued with thine eyes. 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 

Duma, O vile, then as (he goes what vpward hes . 

The ftreet (hould fee as (he walk’d ouer head. 

Kin. But what of this are we not all in loue ? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure, and thercbyall torfwornc. 

ICin. Thenleaue this chat, and good Berowne now proue 

Our louingjlawfull, and our faith not tome. 

‘Dnnt. 1 marry there, fome flattery for this euul. 

Long. O fo me authority how to proceed. 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the Diuell. 

Kum. Some faluefor periurie. 

Ber. O ’tis more then neede. 

Haueatyouthen affe&ions men atarmes, 

Confidcr what you fir fl didfweare vino : 


